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Then Nero cried to his cringing court, "My lieges all, we shall see some sport. The craven has come to purchase life By offering for sale his precious wife."
The red blood surged o'er the lady's face,
And Marcus groaned ai the deep disgrace
Of the wicked taunt.    The royal wit
Laughed loud.   " Ha, ha!   I have scored a hit,
But Marcus mine, thou infernal meddler,
Thou hast come too late as a huckstering pedlar
Of love's sweet goods, and thy piece of ware,
Though it passes well as an antique rare,
Unless my eyes are growing duller,
Is a trifle shop-worn and faded in colour."
The courtiers clapped their hands and roared At the sparkling wit of their genial lord.
"But enough of this fooling," Nero cried;
"We thirst to view thy heart's life tide.
Take thou this dagger, and do not shirk I
No need to hurry in doin# the work.
Press slowly and turn thy face this way.
"We would feast our eyes on thy features* play."
The noble victim took the knife,
But stayed his hand, for the thought of his wife
"Weighed heavy upon his brow*
His death was nothing to him. But that she should die in open view
K